Son 


To lose a fine and precious Son 
Whether man or boy, 
Deprives the heart of all its warmth 


And life of so much Joy. 


You had a passion for sports 
A natural talent for competition. 
You knew exactly what you needed, 
To grow, contribute and experience, 


A fulfilling and rewarding life. 


| took those days for granted 
And never dreamt or thought, 
That all our lives would change so much 


And yours would be so short. 


But now | must remember 
That although the tears may fall, 
The son I'll miss forever 


Brought sunshine to us all. 


